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Steve took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. His mate Pete had asked him a few times to come 
audition for his band, as they wanted a second guitarist, and while he hadn't gone the first couple of times 
Pete mentioned it, he'd run into Pete together with another bloke called Joe, who Pete introduced as his singer, 
at the Judas Priest concert the week before, and finally agreed to show up and play for them. He checked the 
tuning on his guitar once more, then launched into Free Bird. It didn't take him long to lose himself in the music, 
forgetting his audience and their possible reactions, only coming back to himself with the final notes. He blinked 


at the unexpected sound of applause from the other four people in the room. 


"Bloody hell, Steve, you're brilliant," the rather fit bloke holding the bass said. "Pete, Joe, thank you for 


convincing him to come down and play. | say he's in" 


Steve blushed. "Thanks," he mumbled, looking down shyly at his guitar, trying not to notice the bassist's full lips 


and smiling eyes. 


Pete nodded. "Yeah, | figured he'd be good, s'why | asked him to come audition. I'm with you, Sav, he's in Joe, 
Tony?" 


"Steve, welcome to Def Leppard,” Joe said. Tony nodded his agreement. 
"So, who's for the pub?" Pete asked. 

‘lm in," Tony said. 

"Yeah, why not?" said Joe. 


Sav smiled at the blond guitarist, trying not to let the attraction he'd felt from the moment the other man 


walked into their rehearsal space show too obviously. "Gonna join us, Steve?" 
"Yeah, sure, if you really want me to," Steve said. 


"Of couse we do," Sav said, giving in to temptation and slinging his arm casually over Steve's shoulders. "Come 


on, mate, what better way To get acquainted than over a pint?" 


"All right, then," Steve nodded, trying not to lean into that casual embrace. It didn't likely mean anything; as 
good-looking as the bassist was, he probably had a girlfriend or five. He was surely just being friendly. Still, try 
as he might, he couldn't help but wish it did mean something. 


At the pub, the five young men had a couple of rounds before Tony's girlfriend showed up. He left with her, 
then another couple of rounds later Pete and Joe declared they needed to head home and sleep, as they had an 


early shift the following day. 


After the others left, Steve looked at the man called Sav by his bandmates. "You know, | never did get your 


actual name," he said with an awkward laugh. 


Sav gave a warm smile in return, his eyes crinkling in amusement. "Sorry about that, mate, | was so blown 
away by your playing | never realised | didn't introduce myself properly. Rick Savage, but as you heard, most 


everyone calls me Sav. Too many Ricks and Richards in my class at school over the years, you know?" 


"Yeah, | do.. only worse, | not only had a couple other Steves in my class, there was even a bloke named Clark 
for a couple of years as well," Steve said with a grin. "American kid, his dad worked for some steel mill in the 
States and he got sent over here for a couple years on some sort of exchange programme, back before 


everything started to go to shite." 


"Bloody hell, that had to suck," Sav said with a laugh. "You know, you're gonna give Joe some serious 
competition once you start playing out with us. He's used to getting all the attention from the birds since he's 
the singer, but you're not only a brilliant guitarist, you're gonna stand out from the rest of us for being blond. 


Doesn't hurt that you're quite fit besides." His cheeks reddened and he took a quick gulp of his drink after that 


last sentence slipped out. 


Steve blushed, but couldn't help smiling. "Thanks," he said softly. "Don't think I'll be much competition, though. 


I've.. never been much good with birds. Or anyone, really. Too shy, | guess." 
"That surprises me," Sav said. "I'd figure you'd have ‘em queued up halfway down the road" 


"And you don't?" Steve asked. "I'd venture to guess you're more than a bit fanciable yourself" He looked down, 


feeling his blush deepen 


To his surprise, the bassist shrugged. "Never really thought about it, | guess." He slammed down the 
remainder of his pint and said, "I'm hungry. Want to go for a curry? I'll even treat, since I'll be dragging you 


out of the pub," he added with a grin. 


"Yeah, sure," Steve said. "Sounds good." He drained his glass and stood with a smile. "Lead the way, | don't know 
this end of town so well" Falling in behind Sav, he couldn't help but covertly admire the other man's arse in his 
snug-fitting jeans. 


They got to Sav's favourite curry restaurant in between the supper crowd and the pub-closing crowd, and 
managed to get a snug in an out of the way corner. Steve started to relax and come out of his shell a bit 
more with it being just the two of them, no doubt aided by Sav's genuinely friendly nature. They must have 
spent a couple of hours over their meal, lingering over tea after Sav paid, chatting about everything from 
music to football to their day jobs. But Steve kept catching himself staring at Sav's mouth as they talked, at 
which point he'd blush and look down again. 


Sav didn't notice at first, being rather occupied with admiring the blond hair, blue eyes, and cleft chin of the 
man across from him, but the blushes finally caught his attention, since he only thought they made the 
guitarist even more attractive. Since Steve was looking down yet again, he reached over and lightly placed his 


hand over the blond's. "Steve? Is something wrong?" 

‘No.. erm, well, its not you, not exactly, it's me," Steve mumbled, blushing even deeper red and wondering if he 
dared be in the same band as Sav, if the bassist affected him this strongly. "l.. | don't know if it's a good idea, 
me joining the band." 


"What? No, you have to join," Sav said, tightening his grip on Steve's hand without realising it. "We all really 
want you there." He didn't add that he, personally, wanted to spend more time with the other man. 


"I. | don't know if | should.. | don't want to make you uncomfortable,” Steve said. "And | know itll happen" 


"Why do you think you'd make me uncomfortable?" Sav asked. 


Fuck it, Steve thought, might as well get it over with now instead of waiting for them to find out Im gay and 
them kicking me out in a month or two. "Because it's not birds | fancy," Steve said, quietly enough that Sav had 
to lean in to hear him. "And you're fanciable." He tried to pull his hand away. 

Sav didn't let him. "You're fanciable too, you know," he said softly. "| fancy you." 

"What?" Steve wasn't sure he believed his ears. 


"| said, | fancy you, Steve," Sav told him again. "In fact, I'd like to take you on a date sometime.” 


Steve gave a shy little laugh. "I think you already are," he said. "Taking me on a date, | mean. You bought me 
supper and all." 


Sav shifted his grip on Steve's hand, from keeping the other man from pulling away, to twining their fingers 
together gently. "Blimey, | guess | am. So you're counting this as our first date, then?" 


"I'd like to, yeah," Steve said, still blushing shyly, but looking pleased. 


‘lm glad," Sav admitted. "I never figured I'd have a chance with you. | figured for sure you'd be with someone 


already, as good as you look" 


‘| thought the same about you," Steve admitted in turn. He lifted his free hand, hesitantly reaching across the 


table to tuck a stray curl behind Sav's ear. "You wanna go for a walk or something, maybe?" 


"I'd like that a lot," Sav said with a warm smile. "Lets go." The two exited the restaurant and Sav led the way 
down towards the river. 


"Where are we going?" Steve asked. 


Sav smiled and reached for Steve's hand again, now that they were in a more secluded area "There used to be 
a garden centre down this way," he said. "The place closed, but one of the greenhouses is still mostly intact. 
Its not real warm, but it's better than sitting around outside at this time of year.. and way better than trying 


to get to know each other in either of our families‘ homes." 
Steve grinned. "Yeah, can't argue that one," he agreed. 


Sav led them into the old greenhouse and towards the back corner, where a few packing crates made for 
decent seats, half-hidden behind a tangle of vines growing up out of the dirt floor. They sat cuddled together 
and talking for another couple of hours, until they heard a clock tower chiming two and realised they needed to 
hurry to make the last bus headed in their respective directions. Still holding hands, they jogged to the corner 
where they'd have to split up to get to their bus stops. 


| guess this is good night, then," Sav said softly. 


"Just until rehearsal tomorrow," Steve answered. He took a deep breath and added, "And maybe our second 


date when it's over? And that one'll be my treat." 


"I'd like that a lot," Sav said. "There's one more thing I'd like to make tonight perfect, though." He lifted a hand 


to caress Steve's cheek, then leaned in. 


Steve met him halfway, closing his eyes as their lips met and melded together. He wrapped his arms around 
the bassist, pulling him close as he melted into that kiss. 


They lingered in that kiss until the rumble of an approaching bus forced them apart. They looked around, and 
Steve bit off a curse. "I gotta run But Sav? This was the best first date ever!" He boldly stole one more quick 
peck before setting off for his stop at a dead run 


Sav watched him go, fingers resting on his mouth where he imagined he could still taste the guitarist's lips. 
"Best first date ever," he agreed quietly, before jogging off to his own stop. He couldn't wait for rehearsal to 


end tomorrow. 


